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job ahead of us here, George," remarked one of the
party pessimistically.
" Reckon we have/' replied George curtly. " We
shan't do no good by looking at it, though. Bring along
they shovels, and let's make a start. 'Tis the worst
patch we've struck yet,"
They set to work deliberately, and began to excavate
a track into the mouth of the cutting. They had not got
very far when a woman's voice hailed them. '' Morning,
Mr. Stickland! So you've set to work to clear us a path
at last, then?"
George looked up. " Morning, Mrs. Waller," he
replied. " Yes, we're going to see what we can do for
you. You be going to work, then?"
He stood, leaning on the handle of his shovel, regard-
ing Mrs. Waller. She stood at the edge of the road, a
plump, elderly body, wrapped in many folds of an
enormous woollen scarf. Her business was to look after
Markheys during Sir Alured's absence, and for this
purpose she walked over daily from Weyford.
" 'Tain't likely you'll be through by dinner-time, Mr.
Stickland," said Mrs. Waller. " The road's blocked
for nigh on half a mile, right past the gates. Tis no
good trying to get though, the snow's too treacherous.
I has to walk across the fields, and then through the
gate on to the lawn. The front way's fair smothered."
" We shan't knock off this afternoon, Saturday though
it be," George replied. " The boss says the road's got
to be cleared even if it means a lot of overtime. We'll
work on till dark, and if we don't get through by then,
we'll make another start on Monday morning."
" 'Tis lucky the family's away," said Mrs. Waller.
" There's no way to get to the house but by walking,
and her ladyship's not too fond of that, what with her
arthritis and all. I wouldn't go so far as to say that the
young ladies wouldn't think it fine fun. But how would

